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Grows Thick, Heavy Hair

35-cent Bottle Ends all Dandruff,
Stops Hair Coming Out

Ten minutes after using Danderine
a single t?co of
# or falling hair and your
ﬁ. but what ,will

you most will be after a few
use, when you see new hair, |
B and downy at first — yes — but |
y new hair—growirlg all over the
p. Danderine is to the hair what
showers of rain and sunshine
vegetation. It goes right to

; , invigorates and strength-
s the hair to grow
and luxuriant. One ap-
of Danderine makes thin,
ook youth-
wl»i thing, debsuched and dissolute, 8 moral
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An Unusual Romance of People Whese
Pledged to Do the Bidding of Othetrs

By FRANK L. PACKARD
Author of “The Miracle Man,” “Frem Now On,” ete.

Very Belug Is

by Publin Ledger Company

(*TYON'T! Don't ery, Claire!' John

Bruce whisprred, and Iaild bis
hand over hors where It crushed the let- |
ter in her lap.

“I believed t,"" she said. 1 did
you that wrong., There I8 no forgive-

nosa for such meanness of soul as that,"

| “'No.'"" John Bruce answered gently,
| “there is no forgiveness—becanse there |
i s nothing to forgive. 1t was only an- |
other pieca of that miserable hound's
reunning that treicked us both, 1 did not
apprecinte what he was after In that
reference to you:; T thought he wus only
trring to make the letter bullet-proof
[ 1n its plausibility for Larmon's benefit— |
| I never thought that he would show It!
to you."
| “She had not drawn her hand away,
but her fuce was ntul hidden; and for|
|m moment there wils silence between
| them,

“Claire,' John Bruce said In a low
volce, “‘the night T left your house vou
said that, rather than regretting sour
[ promise to marry Crang, you had comn
to be glad you had made {t. Can yon
still say that?'’ I

She Jifted her face now, tear-stained, |

|the brown oyes steangely radiant
| throngh the wet lashes, |
| “Yen,”" she sold  *'T am glad, So

| glad—beeause T know now that it was
worth it all g0 mans, many times over.'’
“Claire" ——Lis voice way lower still— |
LT lefr your house that night, angry,
| jealous, misjudging you berause _tcmi
ad sald that.

You usked for forgive-
there was
nothing to forglve: T asked for forgive-
Inun from you ufter that night, bntl
even then T did not know how far be-
vond the right to forgiveness 1 had|
gone. " !

She stared at him In a startled war.|

“What—what do you mean?'' ghe/
bheeathed. |

And now John Brnes's face was

" alight.

“You confessed xour love,|

eried passionately. ‘It

have

all that now —and yon would not have
confessed it In uny other war. Glad!

| T was a stranger that night when you 'y
{ bought my life—and_ tonight you are

| glad, not beeausn my life is now or ever
[ eould be worth such n sacrifice as yours,
"but because love has come to make you
think so, swectheart, and you core—
yon care for me."’

“You know !"" Her face was deathly
white, “You know about-—about that
night.”" she faltered. _

John Bruee bLad both her hands im-
prisoned now, |

“Yes; I know ! He laughed with a
' strange buoyancy: passion, triumph, |
were vibrant in his voice,  “*Did Crang
| not tell ¥ou how near to death he camc
' today? T choked the truth out of Lim,
Yes: T know ! T know that it wus to
cave my life yeu wade that promise,
that you sold everything yonu held dfar
in life for me—but it is over now !’ |

e was beside her. ITo raised her|
| two hands to draw her arms around his |
neek, !

She struggled back.

“No, no."’ she cried wildly,
vou must not—you must not !’

*“*Must mot "’ His voice rang his
challenge to the world. The blood was
vounding in mad sbandon through his
veins, IHis soul itself seemed aflame. |
Closer, ¢loser hin drew her to him. |
*“Must not! There is only you and me
—and our love—on all the earth!™

But stfll she struggled—und then sud-
denly the tears came, -

“Oh, you are ko sirong—so strong.
she sobbel—and like some weary child
finding rest her bena dropped upon his
shantder and lay hidden there, i

“Claire! Claire;”" It was his soul|
that rpoke.

He kissed the silken hair, and fondied
‘fn: and kissed the tear-wet eyes; and
L hin eheek lay agninst lers; und she was
in lileg arms, and he held her there tight- |
| elusped so that she might never go
| pgain |

Anid after o time shie sobhed no nore !
and lier hand, Hfting, found his face and |
Cteuched it gently, and creeping npward, |
brushied the hair back from his fore.
head-—and then suddenly she clung to
him with nll her strength and drew his
head down until her lips met lils,

“Oh, |

And there was no world about them.]

and time wns mon-existent, and only
I.they two lived,

It was Claire at Iast who put his arms |

from her in a wistful, lingering way

“Y%Wo have been mad for a little
while,' she whispered.
home, Johin—and—and you must never
try to see mo again.’’

And something seemed to grow chill

and cold within John Bruce’s heart,

“Not that, Claire!"" ho cried out. |

“You do not mean that—that, afrer

this, you will go on with—with tomor- |

row morning !’

A brave littla effort at a smile quive

eredd on her lips,

“\¥a have had our bour, John," she |

| maid; *'yours aund mine, It can never
be taken from us, ana Y shall live in it
all my life; but it is over now, Yes;
T shall go through with it tomorrow
morning. There i# mo other war, |
must I-m-P my promise,*
“No "' he eried out again.
never be! Claire, you cunnot mean
what you are saying! A promise like

that! It was forced apon ¥you Inhu
manle, horribly, Ile would have mur-
derod e "

swere | quirtly,

am nlive. aml——"
It js hecanse vou are alive that [

prom s, she Leoke in gently. *'He
kept s ward. I eaanot Lhirear mme.”’

“Aliee " John Bruee laughed now
in sudden. bitter agony. “‘Alive—yes!

And do you think thee T ran walk about
the street, and talk. and smiis, ond
suck the honey out of hile, while you
puve paid for it with a tortured soul?

“*Claire, you shall nor!
g = No, wait!
called me u sniveling hypocrite.  You
shall know the worst of me before you

I've been o rolling stone,
been uselese, uterly worthlese, Tyt 1
wna never ashomed of t; 1 never saw
any reason to be asliamed untll yon
eine into my Hfe. It hasn't been the
sama Eince then—and 1t will never be
tir same ggain,  You have glven me
something to live for now, Claire.""

She shook her head,

“You do not argue well.'" she sald
woftly. *'If T have brought this to yon,
John, T am glad—so glud for this,
teo, Oh, T ecannot tell you how glad
1 am, for, becauss I loved you, the
knowledge of what your life was hurt
me. But T had faith in you, John, as
I nlways shal’ have. So don't yon sea’’
—tho brave little smile eame again--
‘that this is m reward, something tan-
giblo and great, to make still wore worth

while the promise that 1 made?"”
He stared at her. He swept his hond
aeross  his  cyes, wlie  weviid-—rchs
woemed to be slipping uway from him—
beyond—Dbey oud liis reach,

“TPThat man'!" he said desperately,
Yon sald you knew him—hut you de
not know hiw.  He is the head nnd front
aud bruins of a gang of crooks 1
know ! He held me o prisoner In their
Aety lair, a bidden place, a cel ar over
in the slums—like rats they were, Tle
1% n eriminal, and a dangerous one—
while he masgueendes with his wedi-
God alone knows the crimes, if

leper. Claire, do you understand all

"shuttered windows,

"“Take me back |

Tt shall |

“Dut tonight you are alive,'" vhe an-

“Alive! Yea!' he suld flercely.  *'T|

Thar mnAn |
There ts myse [, e

knnw the worst of hine,  There 15 not
muech to tell=—because e has told you,
I an s egambler, Al my life 've gam.
bled. As far back as T can rowewmhber

My '"tfe haus

vine,
rh:-re are any, that he has not cow- |
mitted. He is a foul, unelean and filthy

/
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“I'd rather see her dend,”’ aald the old cab driver brokemnly., John
Bruce made no answer

this—that bis life 1a pellution and de- .
fllement, that love to him is Just, that
sour innocence—-—""'

With a broken, piteons crr, Clalre
stapped him,

And ngain he stared ot her. Sho did
not speak, but In her eyes hie yead the
torment of a far greater and fallor ap-

reciation of the price

within him, could ever have.

And suddenly he covered his face with
his hinnds.

“Hought!™ he sald brokenly In his
“Oh, my God, this has bought

He fe't his hands drawn awnyx, and
her two palms latd upon his cheeks. e
looked at her, How white she was!

“Help me, John,'" she sai] steadily.
“Don't—don’t make It hapder."’ f

|he reached out and touched the bell
button beside the seat. In u suheon
scious way he remembered that was the |
slgnal for Hawkins to bring the trav-
eling pawnshop to the end of its clrenit
around the block in {ts oldtime trips
to Persia. He made no effort 1o stop
er,  Thers was something of ultimate
finality in her face and cyes that an-
swered, hofore 1t was utternd, the qness
tion that stumbled on his lips,

“Clatee ! Clatre ' he pleaded wildly.
S notatee change yonu®"’

“There i~ no other way,”" she said.

He stretehied out his arms to draw
her to him again, to lay her head oncee
more upon his shovliler—but now she
bield him baek.

“No. " she whispered.  “Be mereiful,
John—my strength is nlmost gone."'

And there was something in her voiee!

heels,
went,

It was ceascless,
the East,

timepiece,

was o o'elock., e
It vefleeted the face of A young | that tn the long ngo:
mun grown old.,

roy,

a thne without recognition,

entity had been lost,
and ha was John Bruee,

“Or him "' he sald,
On! Alwayson!

“Or him!"

And then at Inst the figure halted,
There wus n large wimr‘

Thie man looked ut the

Imepiece.
lookec

‘““John Bruee,”” he sald,

It soemed to arouse him from some| Ila knew that, (oo,
wmental ubsorption in which his physical | was not actuated, or even swayed, by
It was 5§ o'clock, | any consideration of self-preservation,
1 At 11 o'clock | He had no thought of his
or was It 12%—I1ast night he had left | safety, ‘I'hat was nlready settled, With
door of the
teaveliug pawnshop, and sines then——
Ile was some-

Inwking standing by the

1le =tared around him.

where downtown. He &id mot know
where, He began to walk in an uptown
direetion.

HBomething had been

Hawkins had sald, standing there by
Hawkins had sald? Yes; he remem-
bered: ‘‘I'd rather see her dead,

“Or him!"
| With eold judicial precision now the
] hours unrolled themselves before him.
“Or him!"'

He was golug to kill Crang.

The hours of mental strife, of torment
throngh which he had just passed, were
as the memory of soma rack upon which
his soul had

[1is soul had shrunk back aghast at first,
and called it murderi but it was not
murder, or, if it was, it was impera-

Whern the way lay open he
But always he walked; walked
incessantly, without pnuse, bhurcying—
nowheore,

There wns a raw, biting chill in the
alr, and his hands, ungloved, as they
swung nt bis sides, wera blue with eold.
But sweat in great beads stood out ugon
than he, he|his forchead., At times hin lips moved
new, though It turned s soul slck|and t?’w spoke aloud.

sound,

Tt was a hoarse

There was no reat,
The gray came into

w with wire
grating, and n light burned within, In
the window was n plate mirror, and & |There was enough, more than enou

It wns a jeweler's window. | now with the evidence of Crang’s double
It | life, to convict the man for the robbery
ut the mir-

The eyes burned deep | him when he comes out.’' Oh, then, to
in thele sockets; the liney were hard, | get Crang nway again like this after-
without softness: the skin was tightly | noon -—-no, yesterdny afternoon.
-!r;u\ n across the cheekbones, and wus | this worning, in o few hours, that they
color'ess,

And he stared at the face, stared fnr:p-rg in which to uttempt anything like
i And then | that; but, even if there wers, he knew
as he smiled and the faes in the mir- | pow, thut it but postponed the.day of
ror smiled with him ina distorted move-
ment of the lips, he swept his

hand | wonld come back,
across his eves, |

tive. It wns the life of a foul viper—or
(Maire's. It was the life of an unclean
| thing that mocked and desecrated all
deconey, that flung its sordld challenge
at every Jaw, both human and divine—
or the life of a pure, clean soul made
the plaything of this beast, and dn1-
ged into o mire of unutterable abomi-
nation to snffocate and strangle in its
noxions surroundings and die,

And that sonl was in je:Hmrdy because
at this moment he, John Bruee, had the
power of movement in his limbs, the
wonse of sight, the abllity to stretch ont
his hand and feel it touch that lomp=
post there, and, if he would, to spen
aloud and designate that object for what
it was—n lamp-post. Rhe had hought

him these things with her life. Should
she die—nnd he live?
And he remembered back through

those hours sinee midnight, when hin,
soul had still faltered hcf'm the tnking
of human life, how it had sought some
ather way, some” alternative, any al-
| ternntive,

A jall sentence for Crang.

But Claire had answered

{of that safe.
“1 will marry

It was

were to be married. There was no time

reckontg. Ulniee wonld wait. Crang
He wus going to kill Crang.

10 he didn't Crang would kil him.

But his decision

ture or his
' 1y _coupled the

Not hisown
Claire

his devision was irrevoca
forfeiting of his own life.
life! It belonged to Clalre.

in glm
hours,, Something cataclysmic. What o

the traveling pawnshop, What was 1t]in {(sslf no longer occupied his thoughts.
A AR

must consider mow. There was Lar-|e
mon, La

he, John Bruece, was going to do, but
ho must warn Larmon to be on h
guard against any past or present cone
R:;ttton with John Hruce coming to
to New York and stered an Peters,
n put to torture. They | He mnet make La regl
came baf‘k '“"I'“&’ now, those hours—— l.nmnn .nd John nmu had never met, hood.,
svery minute of them n living eternity. | even If ho could not give Larmon_any
specific reason or explanation,
min would probably refuse at firat and
attribute it as an attempt to break,
for some ulterior reason, tha bond they
Lad signed together that night on tho&

beach at Apla.

wonld be broken in any case. Foustus
was at the end of the rll!’.

monthy In

how apt hl; been his whistiing of that
aria In his youth!
was old now: he had been young thnt
night on the bea

air sweep his head. He was not think-
ing clearly.
wha

safety.
to it, first of all, that Larmon could

- ‘..: ag,. e PN W R P
f b what was to happen ; then, almost of aw
i s e S
uture, n '

4 Mm. » tlnh!.e business r:u:?om of the

,t--i-- varene O |
: vy 1
ii \

vain and bl

police.

i AR

ut thers were of to do
e walked brisk ..llw“ #till something else—that bond. Fle
knew tonight, even I prison walls and
@ decislon was absolute; it was final, . doath penalty wers not about to nul-
was those '‘other things' that he "ti that bond far moro effectively than
er he or Larmon ever could, that
e one thing he wanted now, while yet
be wns a free agent, while yet it was
is | not arbitrarily his choice, was to cancel
that lﬁreemnnt which was #o typleal of
what his life up to the lpruent time
had nlways stood for; and in ita can- |,y
eellation, for what little time was left,
to hava it typify, instead, a finer man-
The future, premonitive, grim
i'n Ithpromlfv. mti'ned to lIhold np"be-
ore bim as In a mirror whero no lines
were softened, whera °",‘J the blunt, | \arion Rellly,
brutal truth was reficcted,

. e decision

He could not tell Larmon what

Fortunately, Larmon had come

rmon understand that

Lar-

st
‘:"Eti:'nm I'" The worde came again— !r: was going to kill Crang. g r?:fﬁ-l:’ :\:El:gu;;: the l’“m of
ploud—without apparent volition. at was w| had been born out of 3 T be
What did that mean? It some- | the teaval John Beuce nodded hig hiead sharply, continued tomorrew
(hing to do with Hawkins; with what - hours of the night. | o Jobi Beuce nodded Myt there was

COMMITTEE OF 70 MEETS

Wil Mear Bollclter Qenera)
at Banquet This &
Because of Its posaible
coming campaigns, the
Committes of Beventy in the Bellevyy.
Stratford tonight is awaited expeetant.

The principal speaker will be
General James M, Beck
othera will be Mayor Moore
chalrman of the 3
the wasts sylvania League of Women v.hf:.“

dinner of thy

John Bruee smiled gravely. The bond

A few
ectrle chair—

THIS BEAUTIFUL
|JOPERA GRAND

%650

T HI8 wonderful instrument is

rison, the ¢
Youth! Yes, he

ch at Apia.
He took off his bat and let the sharp

All this did not express’
t he meant, There was Larmon's
He mnust take cars of that; wee

the latest creation in the art

of plano-making, and is the

t effort on the part
The Master of Man T the manufactarer to perfect &
tells the man's #ide of tho story grand piano so compact that it takes up no more room in
of & great ain. your home than an u

It is by Bir Hall Caine, Knight of
the British Empire, outhor of
“The Deemaster,”” '"The Mans-
mon,"' ““The Woman Thou Gavest
Me,"" ato.

Sir Hall has few equale as & teller of
tales which grip the imagination
ond atir the emotions.

Watch for hig newest story—

It Begins Saturday

alone; in tens guality unequ

“tnult. balanes In convenient monthly paymen

D

thut lield e from the act.
The enr etopped,
And then, as the door wasz n'|wr|r-'|

and she stood up, swddenly she leaned
swiftly forward and pressed her lips to
ms—and gpringing from the enr, was
gone.

Bow-end Bed, Large Dresser.

Louis VI Bedroom Suit $‘|29

Chiforette and full Venlty.

John Bruee greped hiis war out of the

Wi

ear.  Across the sidewalk the door of [ ————— fiflf
Puaul Venlza's house closed.  Hawkins, = 1,
standing by the ear door, elutehed at o '

hand was
his eyes

Hawkins'
Slowly

iz arm. And
trembling  violeutly,
met Hawkins'.

He shook his head.

The old lined face seemed to gray even
in the murky light of a distant streot
Inmnp.

“I'd ruther see her dead,”” said the
old cab driver brokenly,

John Driee made no answer,

Then Hawkins, gulping his words, |
spoke again:

CTeewhera'll T drive you?™*

John Wruece started blindly on post
Howkins down the street,

;'.(' ™ & |
,;I"f‘I L, _ !;’x—'—' Iiihi.

T . o

“Nowhere,"" he sald.

CHAPTER XXIT |

Through the Night
A gaunt and haggard figure stalked
through the night; around him only
dorkenad houses,
and deserted streets,  The pavements
rang hollow to the impact of ks boot-

HUB FURNITURE CO.

THREE | a3 47342£r$kf&:d!AvaA Open Man.,
an . elten Ave. Fri. & Sat.
STORES | 2205 South St. Evenings

THE UNIVERSAL CAR

|
| car ever built,

ALEXANDER ALLAN

1® Highland Ave., Chestnut Hil

| Chestnut 111 AKID
| BANUAM MUTUR COMPANY
! Ridae Ave. & Dupont nt,
ll NHoxborough 03710
| JOHS HARBER
# | P74 Buistieton Ave.
Tust'wion 8054
| ¥. M. RARTLETT
' 310 Brown Street
f paring 1281
J. A, CUSNNINGHAM
11668-57 Beuth Broad st,
Oregon 4337 Ruvce 6852
RORFRT E FOULREOD
| 711921 Rislug Svn Ave,

Fox Chare 1I0EW
HARRY 5, FRENCH,
Incarporiated
1212 Frunkliord Ave,
Hensington 2178-10

And remember—the lowest first
cost, the lowest upkeep and the
highest resale value of any motor

West 20068

Eust 5240

! Let the Ford One-Ton Truck cut your hauling and de-
I livery costs. Records of savings made by hundreds of
' thousands of users in practically every line of business are

. Authorizsed Philadelphia Ford Dealars

WEST GIBARD AGENCY HENRY & GUUNKLE,
| un.‘m W. Girard \"u- —_ o34 nlsur‘:._lrpnhuéd“ P
' | ACe * bl .
| ol Wyoming 6780
|

B. F. HOFFMAN,
ary N hresa
Boruce G431 Bace 2471
THE WOWLEY COMPANY
2410 Routh t,
Hpruce 8454

MORRIS JoNr!.
Incorporate
00 Woodblne J\Ia,"‘ 2049

Overbrovk 4004
DEWE, ¥. KIRCHNER
7210 Woodlund A?o.
Woodland 831
KOELLE-GREENWOOD CO,

“"
5-29 C tewn Ave,
Glrm:r:n'lnw: ‘uf-'-ﬂ?i' » 'Mlﬂ;t 0002

Detroit

Equipment:
Proumatie ﬂ:n

nn=. nonw
0 ..u

actually astounding, Let us show you, Youdo notobligate %4 %" 1"%2¢

yourself in any way. 17

MARGERUM Mo .
York Road & lﬁ?'}fu‘:
Ouk Lane 1980
THOS, N, MARTIV
343743 North -‘Jl...‘.}".'."
Tiogn 4470 Park 8373
WALTER PRICE
29 & York Stw.
Diamond 840 Purs: 3013
HOL THWESTERN AGENC
& Baltimors Ave. * |
Woodia AB0T-08 W, 1080
UNIVERSAL MOTOR )
27 ('hnmu’l‘ !:u sl
FPreston 3381 West 1708
HPERZEL & NCHWARTZ
TR1-4T Murket )
Lunsdowne 1077

ALVIN % NWE)
418450 Hrmh‘t’&lpzna{';:
Yrankford 17A7-88 Enst 7923
WAGER & KARPELYS
86th & Chestout pia,
Delmont 3154 Weat 1717

Fifteen owners alone
have invested more
than $20,000,000
in White Trucks.

5-ton $4,500
314-ton 4,29
2-ton 3,250
34-ton 2,400

f. 0. b. Factory

802 French St.,, Wilmington, Del.
Factory and General Offices, Cleveland

YEARS OF

2 1

The Btandard of the World

ment of the Type 61 Cadillze
—its lowered center of grav-
ity, achieved without re-
duced road clearance—
causes the Phaeton to cling
to the road and handle with
a sure ease which is a joy to
the experienced driver.

In the Phaeton,asin all mods,
cls of the Type 61, a delighte
ful surprise awaits those whe
had assumed that the maxi-
mum of roadability and rid-
ing comfort had been previe
ouslyattainedinthe Cadillac.

NEEL-CADILLAC COMPANY

142 North Broad Street
Phone, Spruce 0210

Exceptional roadability,
combined with a dashing
smartness, are admired
characteristics of the Type
61 Eight-Cylinder Cadillac
Phaeton.

Owners are enthusiastic over
its exhilarating gliding
smoothness even when the
car is driven at high speeds.

They take no less pleasure in
its superb power and in the
casy swiftness of its acceler-
ation.

An outstanding improve-
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Handsomaly auulﬁl‘;uunMn derign. Diminutive ln slise
We will daliver this Instrament te nlrulc-c on‘'a small

BI B- TODD Ine. % zflcllll"ﬂltlf

Exclusive Rapresentative for the Famous Sohmer Pilanocs

White Trucks

THE WHITE COMPANY, 112 North Broad St., Philadelphia
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